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America’s 12 Most Famous Artists 


“We’re looking 
fór people who 
like to draw” 

By ALBERT DORNE 

Famous Maffasine lUustrator 


D o you like to draw or paint? If 
ypu do — America’s 12 Most 
Famous Artists are looking fór you. 
We’d like to help you fiúd out i£ 
you have talent wbrth developing. 

Here’s why we make this offer. 
About ten years ago, my colleagues 
and I realized that too many people 
were missing wonderful careers in 
art... either because they hesitated 
to think they had talent ... or be¬ 
cause they couldn’t get top-notch 
professional art training without 
leaving home or giving up their jobs. 

We decided to do something about 
this. First, we pooled the rich, 
practical experience; the profes¬ 
sional know-how; and the precious 
trade secrets that helped us reach 
the top. Then - illustrating this 
knowledge with over 5,000 special 
drawings and paintings — we created 
a complete course of art training 
that folks all over the country could 
take right in their own homes and in 
their spare time. 

Our training has helped thou- 
sands o£ mén and women win the 
Creative satisfactions and the cash 
rewards o£ part-time or £ull-time art 
careers. Here are just a £ew; 

Don Smith lives in New Orleans. 
Three years ago Don knew nothing 
about art — even doubted he had 
talent. Today, he is an illustrator 
with a leading advertising agency - 
and has a future as big as he wants 
to make it. 

Helps Destan New Care 

Halfway through our training, Don 
Golemba o£ Detroit landed a job 
in the styling department o£ a ma¬ 
jor automobilé company. Now he 
helps design new cár models. 


“Your course has been the differ- 
ence between failure and success £or 
me,” writes Róbert Meecham o£ On¬ 
tario, Canada. “Tve come £rom an 
$18.00 a week apprentice to where 1 
now own my own house, two cars, 
and hold stock in two companies.” 

John Whitaker o£ Memphis was 
an airline clerk when he began 
studying with us. Recently, a huge 
syndicate signed him to do a daily 

Eric Ericson o£ Minneapolis was a 
clerk when he enrolled with us. 
Now, he heads an advertising art 
stúdió business and earns seven 
times his former salary. 

Having taken our training, busy 
New York mother, Elizabeth Mer- 
riss, now adds to her family’s income 
by designing greeting cards and il¬ 
lustrating children’s books. 

Donald Kern - a Montana cowboy 
- studied with us. Now he paints 
portraits, sells them £or $250 each. 
And he gets all the business he can 

Gertrude Vander Poel had never 
drawn a thing until she started 
studying with us. Now a swank New 
York gallery exhibits her paintings 

Fre* Art Talent Teát 

How about you? Wouldn’t you 
like to find out i£ you have talent 
worth training £or a £ull-time or 
part-time art career? Simply send 
£or our revealing 12-page talent test. 
Thousands paid $1 £or this test, bút 
we’ll send it to you free. I£ you 
show promise, you’ll be eligible £or 
at-home training under the pro¬ 
gram we direct. No obligation. Mail 
the coupon today. 



FAMOUS^ ARTISTS SCHOOLS 

Send me, without obligation, your Famous Artists 
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3ob Eaton, says: 

HOW WOULD YOU LIKE TO 

"BE BOSS" 

OF YOUR OWN 

^ HO.000 

Á YEAR 

SHOE BUSIHESS? 


No investment, no over- 
head, no stock to carry —yet you 
can easily do a $10,000 business 
your first year. It’s free-and-clear 
business, and repeat orders keep 
rolling in with easy profits! 

with"Ővh‘uo*styiesi 

Ameríca’s greatest values in Gitaran- 
teed Comíort dress, work, casual shoes 
and bonts. Over a quarter millión pairs 
in stock! Sell full time if you 4vish, 
spare time if now employed and hava 
an altra incoma fór life! Out simpla 
2-fíníar damoratrat 


FREE Shoe OH 



Dspt.O-5922Brackten 



CHARLES HENRY, JR., who wrote "The 
Case of the Oeadly Dőli,” page 30, £rst 
broke intő newspaper work on the 
Helena Independent, Helena, Montana; 
and later worked on Pacific Coast 
sheets; winding up on the Oakland 
Tribüné where he spent four years 
covering everything in the book. Hit 
by the Depression, he traveled to 
New York in a baggage cár with a 
corpse. In 1933 he worked his way to 
Francé, got a job with INS and later 



with McCormick's Paris edition of the 
Chicago Tribüné. 

On the British newspaper, The Daily 
Express, he worked on generál assign- 
ments and covered the Windsor show 
from start to finish. 

He watched the French go to war, 
then shortly after switched to NBC, 
going to Romé as correspondent until 
he was oflfered the Berlin post which 
was then considered the most important 
in Europe. He surveyed the Russian 
frontier and parts of Poland; went with 
the Germán Army when the Nazis in- 
vaded Yugoslavia and Greece. 

At Sémiin he was arrested, suspected 
of espionage, and fought with Nazi 
censors and officials. He managed to be 
the first American commentator on the 
air with two major stories of the year— 
the Balkan Campaign and Germany’s 
attack on Russia. 

Seeing that his days were numbered 
around Berlin, he suggested that NBC 


open an office in Switzerland. This was 
okayed by New York, and in October, 
1941 he flew out of Germany—the last 
American to leave the country. 

From Switzerland he had a bird’s-eye 
view of the European war picture, until 
Aug, 1942, when he was recalled to 
New York. In September, 1943, he went 
overseas again. 

Now, he is in Turkey. Mr. Henry gets 
around. 

RAY p. SHOTWEU author of "Légion of 
Lost Mén,” page 13, was bőm in an 
ambulance a few minutes after his 
mother had been rescued from a blazing 
building in San Francisco. 

As a boy, Ray learned photography 
in his father’s small portrait stúdió, bút 
found the life so dűli that at age fifteen 
he stowed away on a freighter bound 
fór the South Pacific. 

He talked the captain out of the brig 
routine and they compromised. Ray 
promised to go quietly, so he süpped 
overside, camera and all, while the 
freighter was waiting to dock. 

He played hide-and-seek with au- 
thorities and hid out in, of all places, 
a waterfront bordello. Again he was 
discovered, this time by the proprietress 
of the establishment. Again he talked 
his way out of trouble and the senti- 
mental lady gave him a job as errand 
boy. He stayed long enough to eat the 
piacé practically out of house and home 
and to accumulate enough tips to con- 
stitute walking-around money. Then he 
took ofif to resume what he hoped would 
be a jaunt around the worid. It has 
taken him quite a lót longer than eighty 
days. He’s never quite made it. Fór one 
thing, World War II overtook him in 
Honolulu. He entered military service 
and fór three years was shuttled hither 
and yon, principally in the China-India- 
Burma Theatre. He was a combat cor¬ 
respondent, a photographer and a police- 
man (kitchen). 

After the war he became a roving 
photog fór a picture agency in Paris. 
His assignments have taken him intő 
somé of the world’s oddest corners, bút 
never thus far quite around it. Someday, 
Ray hopes, he’ll make it. ■ ■ 
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WHAT GRADUATES DO AND SAY 


YOU BUILD 
Broadcasting 
Transmitter 

is part ot N.R.I. Communi- 
ations Course you build this 
ow power Transmitter; use 
t to leam methods required 
of commercial broadca 


YOU BUILD Vacuum 
Tűbe Voltmeter 


YOU BUILD 

Sígnal 

Generátor 


NEED FÓR TECHNICIANS INCREASING 
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Fást Growing Field Offers Good Pay, Bríght Future 


Today’s OPPORTUNITY field is Radio-Televi- 
sion. Over 125 millión home Rádiós plus 30 
millión sete in cars and 40,000,000 Television 
sete mean big money tor trained Radio-TV 
Technicians. More than 4,000 Rádió and TV 
Broadcasting stations offer interesting and im- 
portant positions fór technicians, operators. 
Color television, portable TV sete, Hi-Fi, other 
' ■ ‘ -' ‘ re growf^ 

-eshissparetimeto- 

skill gete the better job, drivet-—.- 

in a better home, is respected fór what he knows 


_So plán now to get in- . 

Keep your job while training with N.R.I. You 
leam at home in your spare time. N.R.I. is 
oldest and largest home study Radio-TV School. 
Our methods have prqved successful fór more 
than 40 years, provide practical experience. 

Soon after enrolling.many N.R.I. studente start 
to eam $10, $15 a week extra in spare time 
fixing sete. Many open their own full time 
Radio-TV shops after getting N.R.I. Diploma. 
Find out more. Mail Coupon. Cost is low, terms 
easy; includes all equipment. Address: Natlonol 
Radlo Institute, D>pt.9CR4 Washington 16 D. C. 
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FREE 
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Highest quality— choice of 115 Modern Floor Plans 

During the pást 53 ye 
Aladdin has sold m( 

other pre-cut manufacturei 
all 49 States and 38 foreign 
untries. Today, thousands 
01 mese homes are as sound and 
livable as they were 50 years ago. 
The reason;—High Quality Matér¬ 
ia! plus Sturdy Construction. You 
enjoy Economy, too, through A1 ' 
din’s tremendous Buying Power i 
Advanced Manufacturing Methods. 
And you can savé up to 30% on 
labor by doing all or part of the 
Work yourself. More than hali of 
our customers hulld their own Alad¬ 
din Homes. All matéria! is precision 
cut in our mill — ready to use. 
Easy-to-read blueprints and special 
instruction book simplify every 
step. Aladdin offers the latest de- 
signs — 5 to 8 rooms — Colonial, 
Ranch, Cape God, Split Level, and 
2-Story. Mail coupon today fór 
beautiful “Book of Homes” 


ALADDIN 

READI-CUT 

HOMES 

from $3,000 to $10,000 

WE PAY THE FREIGHT 

BUILD YOUR OWN HOME 

ALADDIN 

home owners have saved up to 

$ 5,000 

using our Readi-Cut materials 


Mail to THE AUDDIN COMPANY, Bay City, Michltan 
I enciose 25c. Send me your "BODK OF HOMES" L-43 

NAME_ 

STREET 

CITY_ 

20NE_STATE_ 

PLEASE PRINT NAME AND ADDRESS 




























rd líke to gíve this to 
my fellow mén... 

wfif/e f am still able to Help! 






































“It’s easy,” says Don Bolander... 

“and you don’t have to go back to school!” 



How to Speak and Write 
Uke a College Graduate 









































MÉN 


Now it can be told-the fate of the French troopshíp Valeur 
blowing to bíts off the Indo-Chína coast. Here’s the true story of valiant 
Foreígn Legíonnaíres who never reached the fíeld of battle! 


by RAY P. SHOTWELL 









S omewhere within the 6000-ton hull of the French troop- 
carrier Valeur a deadly secret was nearing incubation. 

It was, and still remaíns, the most tightly veiled top 
secret of the ill-starred Indo-Chinese war. Behind that veil 
were to be whisked within minutes nőt only the lives of 
200 valiant fighting mén bút all public knowiedge of what 
happened—and by whose hand. 

On this fateful day the Valeur steamed slowly down Indo- 
China’s coast. Of the 600 mén aboard, most were Foreign 


Legionnaires—replacements scheduled to relieve weary jungle 
fighters in that pointless war in which Francé was slowly 
being bled white in Asia. By nightfall, these fresh troops 
would be debarking at an unannounced landing spot some¬ 
where above Saigon. 

I was among those aboard, How I happened to be there 
and why are matters that, even now, cannot be revealed. Bút 
I was there—on a special mission that mostly had to do with 
my camera and a supply of film. {Continued on page 58 ) 



With ita cargo of crushed and mutilated dead, the once proud 


is a picture of horrible destruction. 
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IfrIE lÜKMEI^ÉD ONES 


The march of sex slaves down the ages is a shocking 
párodé of perverts, power-mad monsters and raving maniacs. 
Their stories are here, terrible to behold—bút true! 


T he most fiendish torture-death ever devised 
by a maniac was an andent Román "game” 
known as "The Sack of Gaul” and invented— 
might be experted—by Nero himself. 

In this little diversion, a dozen married 
from subject lands—nőt necessarily 
placed in the aréna. Then twenty- 
four members of Nero’s élite Praetorian Guard 


entered the aréna. Before the delighted eyes of 
Nero, his mistresses and his male admirers, 
twelve of the guardsmen assaulted the hapless 
wives. When this was ovet, the other twelve 
leisutely killed the unarmed husbands. 

After the petformance the wives were turnéd 
over to the mén of Nero’s court; that is, those 
wives who had nőt (Continued on page 66) 













Blazíng furiously, thousands of dollars going up in smoke every hour, 
the Iranian oil-weii at Atiwaz was a desperate, baffiing Ghallenge 
to the world-famed skili of “Blow out the gas” Kinley 



Terrific gas blaze awes fire-killer Myron 
Kinley. “Toughest one I’ve seen,” he said. 


A fire fór a week, the big well flung skyward 
a 300-foot tower of flame—visible a hun- 
dred miles away on the road to Teherán. 

The drilling rig and other machinery that 
had punched a 7,755-foot hole down to a 
fabulous oil pool beneath the barrens of Irán 
were now a jumble of heat-twisted wreckage 
beside the mouth of the infemo. Thousands 
of dollars an hour were going up in flames. 

The big new well at Ahwaz was a monu- 
mental búst. It was, that is, unless. someone 
could snuflF out the monster candle that was 
devouring it. And winging toward that roar- 
ing flame over more than 7,000 miles of airlanes 





Pipelinea had to be Iáid across 25 milea 
of sun-blasted desert to the Korun Kiver 
before big derrick is moved intő position. 


Sparks írom rocks blown out ot 
earth at a pressure of 8000 Ibs. 
to the square inch ignited the gas 
at mouth of Iranian Ahwaz well. 




was just the mán to do it—if anybody 

His name is Myron Kinley—a "sala- 
mander,” a member of that strange fra- 
ternity of ultra-specialists in adventure 
who rush calmly in where most others 
would fear desperately to tread. His 
Home is Houston, Texas, and fór nearly 


forty years his job has been to "get up 
and blow out the gas" when an oil well 
catches fire. It's a job that has taken 
Kinley to all quarters of the globe, and 
it has netted him a fortune against 
which he could lean back fór keeps in 
comfort, to say nothing of bodily safety. 
Bút he hasn’t. 


The Ahwaz was in about as pesky a 
location as trouble could erupt in. It 
was drilled in a structure 350 miles 
Southwest of Teherán, Iran's Capital. 
Geologists had been flirting fór three 
decades with a super-deep oil pool they 
were sure was there bút had been un- 
able to reach. (Continued on page 56) 



n of dynamite ia fixed to 80-ft. boom. 




















DEATH 
-the 
BLACiC 
l-ION IIMN 


There just might he a haven fór fugi- 
tive Edmond Keith in bleak Black Lion 
Inn. Bút he must hurry, fór already the 
Crown s mén were hot on his heels — 
and a pirate killer even closer! 


T he cold rain drove out of the blackness and beat 
relentlessly upon the bent, weary figure plodding 
up the twisting lane. Water swirled in dirty, grayish 
rivulets through the deep gutters, streamed down the 
slope, and squished in the water-Iogged shoes of the 
drendied traveler. He looked back now and then, as 
if half expecting to see something in the opaque 
darkness behind. A mile behind him was the water- 
front, where the ships moved restlessly at their moor- 
ings, dripping black skeletons in this dismal January 
night; and ahead of him, alone on the bare promon- 
tory near the river, was the Black Lion Inn; the one 
remaining inn in Charles (Continued on page 24) 

by JOSEPH R. COLLINS 

ILLUSIRATED lY FRANK COZZAREllI 

As Sarcone’s gun hand jerked intő action, 

Keith flung the knife in a gleaming arc. 
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■ Nifty Nadine’s answer to the spedfication 
boys and the statistidans is that she has never 
bothered to take measure, and that: "In Francé 
they go by looks, nőt inches." This magnificent, 
Venus-like Monde goddess did let out, tbough, 
that she stands five feet, eleven inches without 
heels. And that’s plenty of pulchritude—fór 
any country, Nadine Ducas is a native Parisienne, 
and, though she leves her Gay Paree, coming 
tó America has long been her fondest dream. 
Yankee showman ion Walters spotted this 
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she wants to take a whiri at Hollywood. Are there any English teachers who'd like the job? 

Her movie work in Francé includes feature parts in three films starting Eddie Constatine, the 
American ctaze in Paris night clubs. She alsó appeared in "Trapézé" and has acted in a variety 
of roles in the Ftench légit theater. Hét interest in árts rans to Fauvism. To this delectable dőli, 
who is a work of art hetself, Matisse tops ’em all. She lövés his bőid, vivid colots and his 
subjects which sparkle with the joy of life. Of Matisse, Nadine says, "He zends me!" 
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The strange island of Báli is the home of strange things, like the ant-eater, the flying lizard 


O n the day of out arrival in Báli fhere was a fiesta in 
progress, and we delayed the start of out hunt in the 
jungles fór a visít to the various events taking piacé through 
out the island. 

We visited first the famous and very mysterious dancers 
of the country who are young mén trained from the time 
they learn to walk in the art of the dance, This particular 
group are the dancers who fight the évii spirits, and valiantly 
slay the bad one with their kris. 


They are strong and healthy-looking young mén, and they 
dance with the vigor of warriors. Their dances are actually 
sword maneuvers, and the climax of their dance is reached 
when the dancers thrust the long blades with dramatic force 
info their own hódiét! Bút most amazing of all is the fact 
that although the blades penetrated the dancers' bodies inches 
deep there is no flow of blood! 

We tried to learn the reason fór this, bút it was a secret of 
the dancer sert which they refused to reveal. The phenom- 
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Holy mén of dancer sect pre- 
serve aatounding mystic rites. 


THE: 

OE" 


IV DÁVID ATTENBOROUGH 


and humán beings who stáb themselves—and do nőt bleed! 


ena was one of the miracies performed by holy mén, they 
said. 

We went from the dancers to visít the cockfights. Hun- 
dteds of fighting cocks had been brought from all paris of 
the island to participate in the big fiesta fight. Bach owner 
of a fighting bírd had with him a case of wicked looking 
Sharp little knives which would be strapped to the legs of 
the fighting cocks before they entered the ring. We were 
told that cockfighting is the favorité sport of Báli, with 


the betting on the fighting birds mnning intő big money. 

We watched only a few of the matches, which are usualíy 
short, bloody and brutal. Because of the knives fastened to 
their legs, the fight between two birds usually ended in the 
death, quick and dramatic, of one of them. The bírd to get 
in a lucky slash was the winner. 

Out next stop was at a demonstration of the training of a 
Lalong dancer—the temple dancers who are trained from 
the time they can walk in the symbolic dances of Báli. The 
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THE ÜETVIlLi rXAP>^(C3EIE<« QF TIATjT CONTINUED 



Twelve-year-old girl dancers of the temple endure rigorous training before performing ancient Báli devil rituálé. 


little girls we watched were about twelve years old, and the 
teacher rehearsing them was an old woman who had been a 
temple dancer herself. We were shocked by the roughness 
of the teácher as she jerked the heads and limbs of the 
children intő proper position during their rehearsing. 

The little girls acted as though they were in somé sort of 
a trance, holding one of the grotesque positions intő which 
they were thrust főt long periods, with expressionless faces. 
We had the impression that perhaps they had been dnigged 
—an impression that was dismissed when we saw their ac- 
tions upon being released ftom rehearsal; they immediately 
became noisy, normál children of twelve the moment the 


teacher gave the signal that ended the rehearsal period. 

Latét, we were allowed to see the same children give a 
petfotmance in the temple. This time they were dressed in 
rich, gold-painted cloths, wote leather necklaces and fan- 
tastic headdtesses. Thete was music, now, made by beating 
on taré and expensive gongs. The girls danced with the 
skill of veterans—and veterán dancers they were, even at 
twelve, fór they had been schooled practically ftom birth to 
the ritual of the strange gyrations. 

We toured the city that day, sampling the amusements 
and the native foods. At the local 200 we saw somé of the 
animals which we would later ran intő in the jungles. They 
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Harsh treatment of children during dance lesaons 
diaciplinea them fór prolonged trance-like performance. 


Cockfighting is popular during fieata. Ownera attach 
Steel, razor-sharp blades to birds’ legs, bet heavily. 


Victorious cock’s bravery is praised throughout island. 


were fairly tame, fór this zoo was fór the amusement of the 
children and beid only those animals which could be held in 
captivity without heavy iron bars or cages. 

There was the scaly ant-eater, the pangolin, who pretends 
to be dead when you lift him and hold him up by his tail— 
a bit of shamming which he hopes will make escape from 
captivity easier. We would nőt take an ant-eater back to 
England with us as a trophy to be shown alive on television 
simply because the only food the pangolin will eat is live 
ants, and once out supply of live ants tan out he would 
die. There being a scarcity of ants in England—thank heavens 
—we knew an ant-eater would nőt have a vety long life 


there. So we merely photographed the strange little beast 
and left him to feast on the plentiful supply of Báli ants. 

The other small beast we found in the city was the flying 
lizatd—a tiny teplica of the giant komodo, or dragon lizatd, 
which we had made the long trip to Báli to capture and take 
alive to England főt out television program, "Zoo Quest.” 
The flying lizatd glides along the btanches of the trees, 
seemingly unafraid of people. 

We left exotic Báli the following day vety much convinc- 
ed that the primitive way of life still sutvives there in the 
strange fauna and in the beautiful dances of the handsome 
mén and the dream-like antics of the gitls. ■ ■ 
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She looked like a cheap jloozie bút there tvas somethiiig intangibly different 
about her. She ivas a social outcast . . . more frightened than defiant. Here’s the 
frank, brutal and bittér story of Glória and l\^r flight intő oblivion 


Editor’s Note: Every year hundrcds of girls and young women disappear, to become the 
objects of police search. Sometimes they are pregnant bút unwed; sometimes they have already 
borné illegitimate babies; sometimes they are just looking fór excitement. 

Ultimately most of these vanished females are found — abandoned by transient lovers, living 
with mén, working in brothels, and occasionally very dead. Their stories seldom make the 
headlines, fór, generally, they are undramatic — merely pitiful, messy tragedies. Bút the anguish 
•ind heartbrcak is tremendous. 

Fór three reasons we present the following story of a young, unwed mother who abandoned 
her infant baby — and disappeared. First, because it is an object lesson and a warning to 
US all; it might have happened to a sister, daughter, girl friend, or the neighbor giri down 
the Street. Second, because it is true; the essential facts are taken from the records of police 
department and other municipal agencies in several Midwestern cities, all located in the same 
State. Only the names and physical descriptions have been changed, fór the protection of the 
girl herself and her baby daughter. Conversations have been kept as accurate as possible. Official 
records, when they are used, are quoted verbatim. 

This is a sordid story. The girl has little conscience. She became involved with procurers 
and prostitutes. Presumably she prostituted herself, though she denied it. She admittéd having 


IVhereDo TheBaxi 


relations with numerous mén. In the story appears a hint of dope activity, of possible 
homicide. One mán went to the penitentiary. 

Out third teáson fór presenting her story is this: it gives an authentic, behind-the-scenes 
picture of the police and other public servants as the warm-hearted and understanding humán 
beings they really are. If this article gives bút one girl or young mán or couple currently 
in "sex trouble" the courage to go to the proper authorities and request their assistance, it will 
have more than served its purpose. 

Finally, it will be noted that even the cities concerned are given obviously misleading names 
— Centre City, Capital City, Medián City, Friendly City, and Little City. No such list of 
cities can be found on the map of any Midwestern State. Bút these cities and all the people 
mentioned in this story are as reál as your home town and you. (Continued o» page 72) 


by LEIF ANDERSON 
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W hipped by a blustering wind, sand dhfted intő the 
mts of Pomting I-og’s single Street, making traps 
fór the unwary. Chad Mason yanked his hat on tighter 
and decided to try the Silver Steer again. Fiat broke, 
despetate főt a job, he tried nőt to remember it was 
scatcely an hont since he had been practically otdeted 
out of the Silver Steer by Ward Bixby’s trail boss. 

He eased intő the Silver Steer. TTie saloon’s warmth 
felt good. Avoiding the ctowd at the bar, and escap- 
ing the notice of the bartenders whose sympathies wete 
with the spending customers, he located Ward Bixby 
and worked his way toward him. 

Ward Bixby, big cattle buyet and dealer, with a steer 
herd ready to drive up the trail, was involved in a stud- 


poker session. Like the mén of his trail ctew, he was mak¬ 
ing the best of his last night in Pointing Lóg, the ten- 
dezvous of cattlemen and cattle speculators, and the 
jumping-o£F piacé fór mén northbound over the long 
trail. A giant-Sized mán, shrewd, Bixby always trekked 
along with his ctew — to see to it, somé said, that his 
herd gained in strays befote teaching the railhead. He 
had bulled his way to wealth. 

His stacks of poket chips, Chad noted, wete shorter 
than they’d been an hout ago. Bixby might nőt be in a 
good temper. Bút that was a chance Chad had to take. 
Chad reached the table and touched Bixby's shoulder. 

Ward Bixby swung atound in his chait. "No wondet 
my luck’s gone sour! Get the (Continued on page 52) 




settling fást. The results of our gunning—more than 
crows—were scattered thickly around us. 

Red” Watt stood up, stretched his legs and fumbled 
lis shirt for a cigarette. The next instant he lay sprawl- 
over me as a gray shadow rose from the blind. I had 


prying, fumblir 
íightened up ar 






by H. R. CRISSON 




THE DAWN IS 
FÓR [TVING 

Plagued by money and wife troubles. Bob Slade had 
the choice of accepting a big bribe fór sending a phony 
wire from his telegraph office—or of eating lead! 


ood Lord, mán, you can’t use words like that in, a telegram!” 
Bob Slade, Eastern office manager of Coastal Telegraph, 
distastefully regarded the rambling scrawl shoved under his nőse. 

Across the oaken counter a flabby form was draped in alcoholic 
abandon. Two eyes widened lugubriously at Slade’s words, a 
husky voice creaked shocked protest. "M’boy, thish is special. 

Y’see—” he leaned confidentially over the counter—"I got 
a girl friend in Wash-Washington. Come Saturday night she 
goes out places, 'less I teli her stay home.” 

Under normál occasions Slade would have humored the old 
goat. Tonight was different. A thin (Continued on page 75) 


by LA]VCE KERMIT 


He only knew that his hands which were numb 
fór 80 long were now squeezing harder, hari 









LANDOF THE LŐVE 



African belles and giris smuggled intő Africa 
face strange and siníster fates-like the hidden 
lőve auctions where beauties front the worid over 
are sold to the highest bídder! 

by RAYMOND S. TRAFFARN 



F emale slave markets nőt only exist in Africa—they 
are on the increase. Arabs, Riffs, Berbers, Tuaregs— 
if they have the price—can buy beautiful giris brought to 
the auction block from all over the worid. 

South America once held the monopoly on the female 
slave markét. Young giris from every clime used to be 
tossed intő holds of ships and carted off to Rio . . . to 
disappear intő oblivion. The majority of giris who dis- 
appear today go intő Africa. 

Caravans cross the Sahara today, smuggling giris from 
the Middle East and Írón Curtain countries. European 
beauties who fali intő political disfavor in satellite nations 
are shipped to Africa where they bring a fantastic price 
from major and minor potentates. 


She slithered across the floor toward a group of other 
lőve slaves—^the Arab, scimitar upraised, followed her. 


Blondes are most in demand in these flesh markets. 
Somé of these golden-haired giris rate being flown in 
from Europe; their markét price covering the cost of 
chartering the pláne plus a handsome profit. Redheaded 
giris come next on the top price scale. Somé rich European 
mén from the Southern countries who have gone native in 
Africa have been known to outbid the Arabs fór these 
titian beauties. 

American gangsters are {Conlinued on page 60) 



CAPTIVE 6IBLS 



[\ \ JmM^ 

miK l In 

%.ill 




Aiá^^ Wi ; 1 ^ , m'g: -M 



Controlling all oí Utah State Penitentiary except Administration Build- 
ing, rioters stabbed a lieutenant and slugged prisoners tbey didn’t like. 












WElLKILLYOU-DEAD 


Rioting convicts armed with submachine guns, pistois, knives and 
crowbars stormed my guard room fór three terror-ridden bours. If I opened the door, 
I would face freedom-mad kíllers-if tbey broke down tbe door, I was dead! 


Vhey keened through the blood-stained corridors like lost 
I souls. Beyond the quivering Steel door their grunts were 
the sounds of enraged atiimals as they tried to ram it down. 
From the floor grating in the corner I heard their harsh 
breathing as they smashed and swore, straining to get at me 
alío from undemeath. 

Five hundied rioting convicts were erupting around my 
tiny security block. Except fór my isolated island of defiance, 
complete control of Utah State Prison was in their hands. 

Fór more than two hours they had been raging through 
the prison, even more inflamed now after drinking the rub- 
bing alcohoi they had looted from the splintered prison 
hospital. One guard had been stabbed critically. A prisoner 
in disfavor had been beaten savagely and thrown from the 
gates with blood streaming from his tóm scalp. Twenty-five 
hostages cowered in the auditórium. 


Looking through the tiny bulls-eye window, I could see 
them prowiing the corridor. One convict, grinning inanely, 
wielded a baseball bat methodically smashing every window 
in sight. Others hopefully twirled deadly, homemade black- 
jacks fashioned of bolts and pieces of iron tied to the end 
of ropes. Knives glittered in wicked profusion, and hete and 
there a convict shouldeted a ctowbat ot a heavy piece of 
lead pipe. 

Heavy blows meanwhile still thudded against the Steel 
door, which separated the solitary confinement block from 
the test of the prison. More blows shook the grating in the 

I knew why they were so persistently trying to break in. 

Behind me in the segregation cells—or "on the gtade" 
as it is known in prison jargon—were twenty-one cons. The 
rioters wanted to free one (Continued on page 48) 
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■TU caU you back." 
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MENandWOMEN 


make your 
career with 


AIRLINES 


ExcítíH^..^offuucfáe... 

FLY TO HOLLYWOOD OR CHICAGO 


aő J\/0 ExElcc Cka/t^e 

MANY CAREERS 

SEE THE WORLD ON THE GROUND OR IN THE AIR 


Enjoy quick advancement, adven- 
ture and ROMÁNCÉ. The Airlines 
employ thousands of mén and women 
and are expanding fór Jet Age. We 
train you by advanced, new methods 


• Hostesses 

• Stewards ... 
Stewardesses 

• Reservationists 

• Passenger Agents 

• Communicationists 

• Travel Agency 
Representatives 


• Flight Operations 
Personnel 

• Training Division 
Personnel 

• Air Traffic Control 

• Control Supervisors 

• Crew Clerks 

• Airline Public Relatlons 


—weTe leading training organization 
of our kind. After you get low-cost 
Basic training, you’ll be FLOWN to 
Chicago, or Hollywood—home of 
the movie stars—with transportation 
RAID, fór final phases of training. 
You must be High School Graduate, 
18 or over. Fór exciting FREE de- 
tails, fill in coupon. No obligation. 
Do it NOW. 


...and many others 

r-""---------' 

I AIRLINES Depl.AL-70 
Northwest Schoois, Inc. 

I 11 E. 47fh St., New York 17, N. Y. 

I Please rush exciting information obout AIRLINE 
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THE MARIÉ GELESTE 

by MURRAY T. PRINGLE 



On December 5, 1872, the brig Del Gratia, sailed under a light north 
wind 300 miles off Gibraltár, when her lookout sighted a ship dead 
ahead. The Dei Gratia hailed the ship bút got no response. The master, 
Captain Edward Morehouse, ordered his véssél to be brought nearer 
and saw the name on the bow. Marié Celeste, New York. Again the ship 
was hailed, and again there was dead silence. 

Captain Morehouse sent a boát over, and the boarding party found 
a of life. Seamen’s clothes hung neatly in the forecastle, and a 
a wash hasin full of water. In the galley they found the 
ring fire and the remains of a meal that had been eaten 
by ten mén. In the captain’s cabin a table was neatly Iáid fór what 
appeared to be an interrupted breakfast. Three chairs had been pushed 
back from the table. 

Further investigation disclosed a cargo of alcohol in the hold, well 





order. The hull, 
ms plenty of food and water on board. 
crew? And why had a perfectly sound 
mystery which today, eighty-six years 




s leamed about the Marié Celeste except that 
n registry and had left New York on November 7, 
of that year under the command of Captain William S. Briggs, accom- 
panied by his wife and ten-year-old daughter. The ship’s cargo was 
alcohol, destined fór Genoa. 

What had happened out there on that vast expanse of water? Was 
the captain and his family murdered by a mutinous crew? This theory 





sea explosion which re 
cloud of poisonous ga 
drove the entire personra 
overboard. Bút the most 
one had to do with a sea 
that had devoured all o 
Fanciful theories such as these cropped up constantly a 
n by the battering-ram of ridicule. All ri| 
■ ■ a captain, his family and his ere 
, untroubled sea? A tnie explanatioi 
ir will be known. And so the Mari 
n the world’s most publicized ghost ship. 


what is the answerf How 
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HELL TAMER 

CONTINUED FBOM'pAGE 21 


The well is in an arid wasteland twenty- 
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ADVENTURE 









You Don't Have to be a "Genius" to 


Make Money 
Writing 

Stories, Articles, TV Scripts 





Sales Heve Totaled $2,645 


Sells to Post, NBC-TV, CBS 



































EXPERIENCE 


You will be trained thoroughly fór modern heavy equipment 
operation. To meet requirements of new public and priváté, 
Federal, State and local highway, road, Street, bridge, dam 
and other construction programs. Increase from former 
operator supply of 300,000 to 900,000 projected fór next two 
years. Operators, with time off fór winter, have been earn- 
ing up to $7,000-$10,000. Advancement to foreman earns up 
to $12,000 to $15,000. 

Masfer Heavy Equipment Operation; 

• Tractors • Blueprint 

Reading 

• Operatíng Controls 

• Equipment Operation 

• Field Mointenonce 

• Diesel Engine 
Operation 

• Highway 
Construction, Etc. 


■ IMMEDIATE TRAINING AS 

McN HEAVY EQUIPMENT 

I AGES 17 TO 45 | ^ W% ^ 


operatíng 

ENGINEERS 



Immediate nationwide piacement service available without 
charge upon completion. Training starts at home. 

If age 17 to 45, signify interest at once. 
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LŐVE CAPTIVES 









































































































CAREERS-TVSniDlOS 

IMMEDIATE TRAINING FÓR MÉN AND WOMEN 



Many Opportunities 
“Behind-the-Scenes” Careers 


iries 


• Announcers 

• Program Personalities 

• TV Hostesses 

• Cameramen 

• Continuity Writers 

• Direetors 

• Film Editors 

• Floor Managers 

and mony other positions 
in TV ai 


• Projectionists 

• Disc Jockeys 

• Film Direetors 

• Production Assistants 


• Music Librarians 

• Reeeptionists 

• Traffic Personnel 

• Videó Engineers 
foo numerous to Üst, both 
)d rádió 


With over 2,000 TV channels allocated, only 419 
TV stations are on the air. New stations must be 
staffed with trained personnel in more than 75 job 
classifications. Existing TV and rádió stations 
require replacements year around. We are speaking 
to mén and women now who wish careers in broad- 
casting stations and will take training. Whatever 
your talents, apply fór interview. No acting ability 
required. Experience unnecessary. You will start at 
home. Four full weeks (100) hours of classroom 
specialized training in Hollywood, California, 
Chicago, Illinois, or Portland, Oregon follow comple- 
tion of home training. Then nationwide piacement 
service upon completion. 

If age 17 to 45, signify interest at once. 
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ONCE 

TELEVISION DIVISION 1 

Northwest Schoois, Inc., Dopt. TV-st | 

1 with full infermotion prumptly. Th«r* it no obÜgation to mo. | 
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idy been driven stark, raving mad. 
The fortunate ones who had gone insane 
were slowly cut to pieces. 

Nero is justly infamous fór his multi- 
tudinous cruelties and insane acts, in- 
cluding, possibly, the burning of Romé 
although there is somé doubt that he 
actually set his Capital city afire, or fiddied 
while it burned. That this mán was pri- 
marily an insatiable monster is nőt so 

sadist and masochist-delighting in tor- 
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He was alsó nőt above seducing the 
wives of his subordinates. Once, accord- 
ing to Marc Anthony, Augustus inter- 
rupted a banquet to lead a wife away 
from her husband’s side and intő his own 
chamber. He brought her back later, and 
ordered the banquet resumed. Augustus 
was one of the few Román emperors to 
die of old age at seventy-seven. 
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Bút this blood-drenched monster re- Fór an offense which most persons 
rrved his most terrible punishments fór would consider minor, Chaka had }00 of 
le women he hated. Though his soldiers his concubines executed. They were re- 
— í—í--nji 5 companionship, he quired to leap over the 500-foot cliff to 


mamtamed a group o_ ... . 

he imprisoned more than 1,200 wom 
When his days of fighting were over 
spent his time getting prodigiously dri 



their deaths on the rocks below. 

AU told, Chaka executed somé )0,000 
people, including several thousaod fe- 
males. He was, without question, the most 
bloodthirsty, sadistic woman-hater the 


BLACK LlON INN 

CONriNUED FROM PAGE 2A 


Tomorrow morning, perhaps?” She ex- 
tended her small, well-shaped hand. 

He touched her fingers lightly, and 
felt a slight shiver. "Tomorrow morning. 
Good evening, ladies." 

Keith was given a room on the ground 
floor. He feli intő his bed with a deep 
sigh. It was good to sínk in a nice bed 
after all this time. He gazed at the 
ceiling, fingering the pouch that hung 
írom a cord about his neck. And he 
wondered what Gooch’s reactions might 
be if 'he had told him all of his story. 

Edmund Keith, penniless ex-lawyer and 
debtor, with his close friend, Roger 
Bryant, had crossed the Atlantic in 
cramped, uncomfortable quarters, with 
poor food and inadequate exercise . . . 
just two more of a miserable lót of 
mén, bound fór a new life without prom- 
ise. Fór they were indentured servants, 
subject to sale like so many animals, 
doomed . . - . . 



seeing her again. The door opened and 


m 




to meet in Charles Town. 

Keith’s mouth set itself in a hard. 


rom his shirt, openéd it and 
uald brooch in her palm. 
o sell it to you," he said. 

white teeth chewed at her 
_ ip. "It's lovely." 

'How did you come by it?" asked the 

Keith grinned at the older woman. 
“It’s an heirloom." He turnéd to the 
girl. "I must be perfectly honest, Miss 
Howard. I need the money. From conver- 
sation with other passengers, I learned a 
great deal about you. Your father is a 
wealthy Sussex jeweler." 

"Did you alsó hear that Tm something 
of an expert in judging gems myself, Mr. 
Keith?" Her eyes glistened. 

"1 did," he admitted. "1 know no one 
Charles Town at present. i 
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Keith fLnd a jeweler in the city. He 
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know about come. Maybe ye can get away 
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well, and her lack of maternal feeling. mendable public servants. ■ ■ 



DAWN IS FÓR DYING 

CONT/NUED FKOM PAGE 43 






AMAZE Your Friends ^puypiano^ 





















































































WHY DOESN’T 
MY PAY CHECK 
GROW? 
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ASK ADVENTURE EXPERTS 
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